XV: THROUGH THE  SANDS  OF DAKAKA:
THE SECOND  RELAY OF CAMELS

'Haiya bi wusulkum, sahib!
Marhaba wa haiya bikum!'

"NJHIS was the desert greeting of Shaikh Salih as I
eagerly rode up some distance ahead of my party

. to the new camp, and couching Gerainha slipped
off her back for the last time to grasp Salih's out-
stretched hand. With him was a man I recognised - fat
old Muhammad who had been with me on my last year's
expedition. But only these two; the rest of the party of
strange Badawin looked on from their sandy eminence a
little way off without bothering to come forward to meet
me, and I scented a coolness in the atmosphere which
seemed to augur ill for my plans. Was this to be the limit
of my journey ? Was I not to be allowed to move forward ?
But as my party straggled in the cold faces took on a
kindlier expression, and men sprang up to meet their
returning kindred and salute them in the manner of Badu
meeting Badu. This nose kiss1 - it is also the lovers' kiss -
in its attenuated form before me consisted of three brushing
nose to nose movements, left to right, right to left, centre
press, while each placed his right hand over the other's left
shoulder.

1 Between desert men the nose kiss takes the place of hand-shaking.
With Bait Kathir under the mountains it is observed after a five or six
days' separation, but seldom oftener; here in the sands Badawin salute each
other thus if separated for only one day.

The Mahra in the steppe, though a Badawin tribe, are peculiar in using
amongst themselves not the nose kiss but a triple cheek kiss, right, left,
right.